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They were to play a comedy in her honor
and in that of her daughter. I had to manu-
facture skies, repair scenes, design costumes
and so forth. Then I had to direct rehear-
sals of five mythological goddesses, only one
of whom had ever played in private theatri-
cals. All went well. This morning I have
a terrible headache. As there are nine ladies
here, without a man, I am called in Madrid,
Apollo. Of the nine muses, there are,
unfortunately, five who are mothers or
aunts of the four others; but these four are
Andalusians with little ferocious airs that
become them ravishingly, especially when
they are wearing the Olympian costume.

CLIII.

THE ESCURIAL, October 5, 1853.
I SEND you a little flower which I found
on the mountain behind the ugly convent
of the Escurial. At night, when the wind
passes over it, the odor of it is delightful.
I found the Escurial as sad as when I.left it
twenty years ago, but civilization has reached
here. There are iron beds, chops, no bugs
nor monks.he National Library claims them
